Scelected  IMiscellany,
A DOCTCR'S STCRY.

4 Aund vow wo'll
fortable evening together,” wid my
wile, * And=but what's that, Irving? ™"

My wife startod nervously, 45 a gharp
peal trom the boll intorvapted onr bricf
interval of domestie quick

“ Only the surgery bell, wy dear
Somebudy wanting me 1 suppose”

And I went down stairs, eecretly
wondering to myself il, after all, there
was such a wide difference botween a
galley slaze and a country doctor.

The surgery door stood wide cpen,
but no one was there, and through the
blinding darkness without, 1 could dis-
tingnish the dark outline of a close car-
ringe aud & man standing at the horse's
hend.

“ Who's there ? what's wanted ¥ 7 1
asked, coming to the tnreshold and in-
stinciively battoning up the overcoat
I had hurriedly thrown on.

4 You're wanted, doctor,” said the
wmae speaking indistinotively from be-
hind tllw mufllings that surrounded his
taco,

4 Yes, but what for ! who wanta me 7"

“ T am not at liberty to tell.”

1 hnd already entered the earriage,
but this suspicous answer inspired me
with distiust, T made a step to de-
geend, but T was too late. The vehicle
was already in motion.

“ [t is quite unnecessary to alarm
yoursolf doctor,” snid a quiet measur.
ed voice at my side. * Believe me,
sou are quite sufe, and I trost you will
foll no uneasiness when I tell you that
you wust be blindfolded.”

And at the same ivstant a folded

bandage was deftly slipped over my
cyes.
“ IIold ! " T ejnonlated. © It strikes
me that this is rather superfluous—
The night is dark as Erebus, and jon
have no lamp.”

¢ Posgibly,” returned the dry voice,
“tbut 1t is better to run no risks.”

And then ecosued a silence of some
ten or fifteen winutes, while the car.
ringe rolled swiftly along, and the low
mensured breathing of my unknown
companion kept time to my owao un-
comfortable thoughts,

\
have a onzy, oom-

At length my companion spoke,
sgain in the same soft, modulated
tonoes.

« Doctor, one more little precaution
ig necessary "—)'\'ur Pr{."iliif'? never Lo
divulge to human soul a word of this
night's visit.”

I hesitated. ¢ T cannot hind mysell
to auy such eovenaut. The relations
between pliysician and  patient are of
course confidentinl ; hut—""

The cartinge pauvsed abruptly here,
and the door was swung open. At the
same instant something cold touched
wy temple. Tt was the muzzle of a
pietol ! 1 recoiled in horror.

 You surely wonld not murder me 7 ”

“ You promise, doctor 7" »

“1 promise ! " T gasped, recoiling
once more from the chilling touch of
the cold steel at my temple.

# Very well ; come !

1 was led up u narrow walk, through
n doorway, into @ roow, where the
bandage was removed from my eyes
The spot was very familiar to me—a
runiong cottage, long sinee abandoned
to deeay, in the very heart of dense,
swampy woods. [ow the corriage
had ever reached it I was ata loss to
know. 1ipon & pile of straw, hurriedly
thrown into a corner of the  moulder.
ing fluor, lay a prostrate fizure, monn
ing at every breath, 1lis face was con~
cealed by a havkerchiel, and the blood
was slowly dripping from a gunshot
wound just above the avkle, a wound
which lisd bean elumsily handaged by
gormne unskillful hand. Morover, there
was a dark red stain on the straw where
his heud lay, and bhis light brown hair
was matted with eoagnlated drops.
Two or three men  gtood around, with
rude masks of black eloth drawn over
thol fuces, in which threé slits were
cut for the cyes ond mouth ; and a fa.
male fizure knelt behind the keap of
strow, veiled olosely. The men sileut.
Iy made way for me as I advanced in-
to the apartment, nnd held their lan-
terns so that the lurid light should fall
full upon my strange patiest. I si-
lently stooped and examined both
wonnds

“Well 7" asked my carringe com-
pauion.

“ T can do nothing, the man must
die.”

“ Nousense ! a mere bullet through
the leg—what does that amount tof”
hurriedly gasped the man.

“ In itse't, not mueh ; but that blow
upon the skull must prove futal

A low, half supprossed ory broke
from the woman opposite. Bhe tore
the veil from her fnce as if she equld

not breath through its heavy folds re-
vesling features as white and  beautiful
in their marble agony as so much seulp.
tured stone ! She did ot seem more
than thirty, but T afterwards knew that
she was indeed more that ten years
olMer. Butin gplte of her present nn-
guish, how grandl lwau!ifu? she was!
Larga dmk eyes, ﬁnir like eoiled gold,
eatching strapge gleams from the shift.
ing lanterns, aud a broad smooth brow.
It was a fuce you egee but once in =
lifetime. And yet, in the midst of the
distress, ¢he never spoke.

“ At lenst you can do somothing f or
him, doctor ! said my inteilocutor,
impatiotly. ¢ Don't lot ys waste e
Liere,”

As I procecded in my ministratioos,
the woumog grew luinter, the conyul.
sive movements  besame acarcely per-
ceptible. A falot glonw of hope light
ed up the face of the wowan opposite ;
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“ He is better—he is surely better.”

“ He will be soon,” 1 answared, mov.
ed to pit‘y in spite of myself. ¢ He oan
not live half aa hour longer.”

The horror of that sepulehral gilence
that fell upon us a8 my acoents died
awny—shall T ever forget it ¥ And five
minutes alterwards the breathing, spas.
modic and painful to hear, died into
eternal stillness. The young woman
lifted the eorner of the handkerchief,
and gazed into _the ghastly face. It
wns ﬁ:at of a young man of abotit twen~
tytwo and who had evidently beeo
marvellously good looking.

% Oh, heavens is he dead ! "

Her clear agonized voice was ring
ing in my ears, as they led me bask in-
to the darkness of the night. T felt a
baok note in my hand as I cotered the
cartiage once more.

“ Dactor you have done your best;
it ia not your fault that your efforts
have not been more successful. Re-
member yon are pledged to secreey.”

The next moment I was whirling
swiftly through the November mid.
night, with the strange, upquiet feel.
ing of one wakened from a startling
dream. Yetit was no dream—alas !
it was astartling reality.

The carriage stopped ata eross road
near the village.

 Please to alight here, sir,” =aid the
driver. * Yoo are not for from home."”

I obeyed, and stood listening in the
middle of the rond, while the noise of
the carriage wheels died away, losing
distinotness in  the shrick of the
restless winds, The zlook in the vil

linge charch tolled out the hour of
one, Lateas it was, however, my

surgery was still open and lighted up ;
the servant from Haddenleigh Hall had
Jjusi ridden up to the door.

“1f you please, ductor yon are want-
ed immediately at the Hall. The col.
onel said you could ride my horse, if
yours was not already saddled, and 1
can walk, =0 there wonld benotime lost.”

I wechanically mounted the noble
animn! that stood waiting for me, and
rode off, rather glad of an opportunity
torevolve in my mind the singular ad.
venture that had belallen me doring
the evening. [Haddenleigh stood a lit-
tle back from the road, on a wagnifi
cent kooll crowned with century old
chestput nnd beaches, and I reached
the broad stone stepsin about halt an
hour, by dint of rapid strides. As 1
entered the vestibule, Colonel adden
wha had heen pacing up and  down the
hall in a perfeet ugony of impatienee,
¢nme to meet me-

* Ta that you, Dr. Meller 7 T thought
you never would come. We're in a
pretty state of confusion here ! Burg-
lars in the house my wife's dinmonda
vone—nobody knows what else—bat
old Hopkins left his sign  manual upon

one of the fuellows They wmust be
caught, They can't escape. For yon
see—""

% Yes, but Colonel Hadden—"
“Oh, aye—l understand 1"0“—)‘00
want to see  your patient? It's Hop
king, the butler, he got an ugly blew
on the leit arm—aond afterwards my
wife went hersell for Dr. Maynard—
uo offense, Meller, but be lives nearer
than you; but he was out. She has
only just returned, and I couldn’t very
well leave Mopkins, and Mrs. Hadden
is such a kiu«[ good soul, ehe insisted
on going berself to feteh Dr. May.
nard—"
“ But, my dear sir—"
“ Ah true, come along to Hopkins'
room.”
Hopkins, the butler, was ns volu.
ble as his master, and ten times as cir-
cumstantial, and by the time [ had set
his broken fore-arm, T was pretty woll
in posession of all the particulars of
the attempted burglary at Haddenleigh.
And thiokiog of my midoight patient
whose life had ebbed out upon the pile
of straw, I felt a strange guiltiness s
I listeved to Colonel Hadden's eager
conjectures as to the whereubouts of
the desperadoes who had fled.
“ And now, doetor you'll take n glass
of wine,” gaid the hospitable old gentle
wan, ushering me ioto his library.
It wus brilliantly lighted, and warm
with the erimson glow of a genial fire,
before which, in a singularly graceful
nttitude, sat a lady, wrapped in the
gorceous folde of an Indian shawl.

My wife, doctor ; leabel, my love
thig is Dr. Mellap

Wewnraod beforo one avother in si.
lence. T could not speak, for I knew
that T was looking iuto the startled ag-
gonized oyse of the woman who had
knaolt scarcely an hour befure by the dy.
ing couch in the desolate vottage —Col.
ovel Hodden's uew wile, of whoso
beauty I had licard so wueh,
The Colonel talked on, bat T heard
wol o word (bat he said. 1 could pol
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courss we shall recover them again.
Only, my love, it wan rather enreless
of you to leave them on the drawings
toom table,”

“ It was careless.” repliod Mrs, Had-
denocalmly. « Dostor you are not go-
ing ! Colonel, you have forgotten that
curious old book you were wantiog to
show Dr. Meller.”

As the door closed behind the hon.
est old gentleman, Mra. Hadden yplid-
de up lo me, and placad her cold hand
on mine ; it was like the tounch of an
icicle.

“ Doctor you have my
surcly will not botrayit 7
“ Lam pledged to silence, madam,”

I retutoed coldly ; * but this decsit—"

“Itis not my fault doctor,” wailed
the woman. “ Ttis my fate. How I en.
dure it [ can  scarcely tell; were I in
pause and think, I should go mad. The
man who died to-night was my son !
Colonel Hadden knows nothing of my
first marriage, nor of the dreadful seo.
ret of my son's eriminal life, that has
weighed me down for years, Over and
over agait I have thought to escape
from it, but it bas followed my foot-
steps hke a doom. Tgnight closes
that chapter of my life =oh, heaven !
how dreadful ! but my secret is safo—
the diamonds provided for that !

“ But your husband, Mrs Hadden 7"

She covered her palid, beautiful faze
with her hinds.

“ I know what you would say, Dr,
Meller, I love and honor him be-
yond all men ; but what cun I do 7 Be
lieve me, I have never willingly wrong-
ed or deceived him. T vever dreamed
of—"

She paused abruptly. Colonel Had-
den was cntering the room, and the
smilling casnal remagk she addressed
to him filled my heart with amazement
—almost admiration, L rode home to
my blue eyed little Eleanor feeling, as
I entered the snug sitting room as if 1
were just returning to the homely, hap-
py atmosphere of every day life, But I
never forgot the terrible excitement,
the terrible suspense of that night.

The desperadoes who had attempted
to rob Haﬁcu!uigh Hall were never
detected or taken—all trace of them
seemed to have vanished from the
carth  And were it not for the bank
note which most liberally recompeunsed
my services, and the everlasting wits
ness borne by Mrs. Hadden's lovely
face, T should nlmost have been temp-
led to faney that all the events of that
marvelons November mid-night were
bnt the fragments of a dream

This was my adventure—the first
and last that everorossed the pathway
of my lite,

secret—yon

Tue Brier BiTreN.—A few ycars
ago a farmer who was moted for his
waggery, stoped at a tavern, which he
was in the habit of stopping at on his
way from B—to SBalem. The landlady
had got the pot boiling for dioner, acd
the cat was washing herself in the oor.
ner. The traveler, thinking it would
be a good joke, took off the pot.lid and
while the landlady was absent put grim-
alkin into the pot with the potatoes,
almd theo pursued his journcy to Ba-
en,

The amazement of the landlady way

well be conceived when oo taking up
her dinner she discovered the im-
palatable addition to it. Koowing the
customer, she had no difficulty in fix-
ing on the aggressor, auvd she determin.
ed to be revenged. Aware that he
wonld &top on his retura for a cold bite,
the cat was carefully dressed. The wag
called ns wos expected, and pussy was
put upon the table among other cold
dishes but so disguised that he did not
koow his old scquaintance
He mnde a boarty meal snd  washed
it down with a gless of gin. After pay.
ing his bill, he asked if she had a eat
she could give him, for he was plagued
almost to S‘cnth with mice. She said
she could not for she had lost hers.
“ What ! " said he, * don't you know
where she is? "
“Oh yes,” replied the landlady
 you have just eaten it 1"

Waere rae Ivony CoMes proM.—
About 24,000 oxen are killed each
week tosupply the city of New York
with meat. The booe known as the
“ ghinbouoe " and 4ll the leg from the
koee to the hoof, fulls into the hands of
Mr, Peter Cooper. lle contracts with
the butchers and market men to sup
ply him, and io this way about 100,000
shinhooes per week flod their way to
his establishment. All the muscles are
taking trom thew, the glatin is extracted,
snd the plean white bone, ia  kept to be
worked up ioto parasol haodles. Ju
this way My Cooper has made an im-
mensa fortuae, aud many ladies who

Lbut warvel at the wooderful self pos.
scssion ol the woman, smiled*ind look-
od grave sod said * yes™ apd “ no" in |
the l'i;.',lil [llun:l'n.

“ To be sure,” Colonel was anying
as 1 woke into a sort of consoiousuess

of his voice, “ the loss of Tsabel's dia

she looked uppealingly at me.

monds is something serious, but of [ Are put in here to fill out this oolumn.

suppose they were admirog n beaud.
fulivory baodle to their sunshades, rid.
ing whips, ete., havo only beea gazing
upon the shinbone of po ox,—~-ths vary
animal, pechaps, whioh supplicd them
w.th their moraing’s backsteak.
-—-—

These two lines which look s0 solemn
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Bothering a Witness.

About twenty yearsago, when Frank.
lin Pierce and the present Senrtor Clark
stood at the head of the Hillshorough
bar, in New Hampshire, there was a
celebrated suit npon the docket ecalled
the “ Horse Case,”” The notion was
brought by Smith & Jones, livery-stable
keepers, against one White, to recover
the value of a pair of horses alleged to
have been killed by the defendant while
conveying an ivsane man to the asylum
at Concord. There was plenty of proof
that the horses died soon after their ar.
rival there, but the defendant took the
ground that they died of disensoand
not from being overheated, and that a
suficient time had been allowed them
to travel that distance with ease. Then
it beoamhe necossary to show the jury
the time of their arrival.  Many citizens
were brought forward, among them
tall, bony, slab-sided, lanky, sleepy-loak-
ing fellow, who officiated as hostler of
the stable. T give you the substance of
the ooncluding portion of the exami.
nation :

“What tims, sir, did [ understand
you to say it was when the horses were
up to the stable 7'

£ Just as I was goin' to dinner.’

¢ What time was it when you went to
dinner that day—Dby the elock 7’

¢ Just twelve.”

‘To a minate 7’

' Yes, sir.’

¢ What time did you go to dinner the
day before—by the clock 7’

‘ Just twelve.

“To a minute 7’

¢ Yes, sir.

¢ What time did you go to dinner the
day bofore that—by the clock ?’

‘At twelve.’

‘To a mioute, sir 7’

‘ Yes, sir.’

¢ And what time did you go to dinner
n week previous—by the clock 7’

¢ At twelve)

¢ To a minute, sir 7’

 Yes, sir.'

¢ Now, sir, will you be good enough to
tell the jury what time you went to din-
ner three months before the last date—
by the elock 7’

‘At tweive,’

‘To a minute, sir 7'

¢ Yes, sir.’

¢ That ig all,” replied the counsel, with
a gleam of satisfaction on his face, and
a glance at the jury, as much as to say,
‘ That man has settled his testimony,
gentlemen.’ And s0 we thought, till
just as he was leaving the stand, he
turned to his questioner with a eurious
cominal expression on his face, and
drawled out: ‘ That ere clock was out
o' kelter, and stopped at twelve for the
lnst six months.” There was n general
roar in the gallery where I sac. Mr,
Clark sat down, and 1 noticed that the
jgdgc had to use his handkerchief just
then,

A bishop who was fond of shooting,
in one of his excursions, met witha
friend’s gamekeeper whom he sharply
reproved tor inatrention to his religons
duties, exhorting him strennously to** go
ts church " and read his bible.” The
kesper it an augry mood responded,
“ Why, I do read my bible, sir, butl
don’t find in it any mention of the apos-
tles going & shooting” *¢ No, my g

wan, you are right,” said the bishop ;
 the shooting was very bad in Pal-
estine, so they went fishing instead.”

Kissizo A Quakenrss.—The late
Mr. Bush used to tell this story of a
brother barrister : As the coach was
about starting before breakfast, the mod-
est limb of the law approuched the land-
lady, & pretty Quokeress, who was near
the fire, and said e could uot think of
going without giviog ber a kiss.

¥ Friend,” aaid sho, * thee must not
do it.,” *“ Oh. by beavens, T will! " re.
plied tho barrister. * Well, {riend, as
thou has sworn, thee may do it, but thee
must not make a practice of it,”

—Ouoe man wagered another that he
had seen & horse galloping at full speed
and a dog sitting ow bree tsi). It seems
an improbable teat for a dog to necom.
plish, but the man was right and won
the money. But the dog was sitting on
his own tail,

—A wan named Jaweson, in Cincina
nati wishing to curteil household expen.
ses, adopted anovel wethod to effect his
object. He kigsed the servant girl oue
moruing when he knew Mrs, J. would
see him.

Hesults—discharged servant girl and

twalve dollars per wonth saved.
e —— -——

RecraTiONS OF A PHILOSOPHER, —
Professor Dormes once placed n linen
handkerchief in the explosive condition
of gun eotton, and threw it into the
wash, |fri-|,l;_et wushed, dried, and
spriokled it ready for ironing, without a
suspicion of its charastor. The moment
she pleced the hot iron upon it, the
honderkehief vanished into thin air,
nearly frightening the poor girl out of
her senses.  Had this occured an  age

ago the professor would have passed ws a

Miss Kate Terry, the English aetress,
is about to retire from the stage.

Earl Russel will take the ehair at the
dinner of the Cobden Club, July 7.

The writings of Josaph Mazzini are
in course of publication 10 London,

The Sultan bhas thirty of his wives
with him in Paris.

Cherish your best hones ns a faith,
sod abide by them in action,

Marringe is designated a &ridal state
a8 it putsa eurb npon most peaple.

Pore Pius 1X has nearly completed
the 21st year of his Papacy.

It is rumored that Maximillian was
relensed nnd is on his way to Texas.

The death is announced of General
Michel, commander of the French Ar
tillery at Brest,

Arthur Rose, who thinks he smells
sweeter by the name of “the English
Artemus Ward,” announces that he is
coming here next winter to lecture.

M. Clement Duvernois, who has left
the Liberte in consequence of s differ-
ence with M. de Ghrardin, is about to
establish a new paper under tho titlo of
Discuszion,

Quin told 8 woman that she 1ooked
blooming as spring, but recollecting that
the saason was not very promising, he
added, “ Would to Heaven spring losks
ed like you."”

General W. A. Blount died at an ad.
vanced age in Beaufort connty, North
Carolina, on Tuesday a week. He took
an netive part in the war of 1812, and
has since filled many public trnsts,

In Califoruia, two botanists, Professor
Wood and Professor  Bolander are ex«
changing some verp scvere words thro'
the ucwsgapers. The langnage they
use towards cach other is anything but
flowery.

Rev. Dr, Norman M'Leod is visiting
the Queen at Balmoral, and the head of
the Anglican Church and defecder of
the Episcopal faith, regularly attends
his Presbyterian services when in Scot.

land.

ﬂngﬂri to be married, at the time of his
eath, to a widow of Albany, who was

staying at the Metropolitan Hotel, in

New York, when the futal news reached

her, and has since been unuble to leave

her room.

The murdered Mr. Hiseock was en-

Stonewall Jackson i buried in Lex.
ington, \‘lrgiuin, as he wished to be.—
He lies in a quiet village churchyard.
At the head of his geave i a simple
glab with the name * General Thowns J.
Jackson,” and at his feot a stove with

the initials, “T. J. J.”

Rev. Mr. Dabney, the author of &
life of Stonewall Jackson, has come out
in along letter to refute the eriticisms
of General Johnson upon his book, The
biographer re-affirms that Jackson be-
lieved that Johnson could have oceupied
Washington after the first buull.: of
Bull Run.

A French correspondentjof an English
Romau Journal eays the condition of the
Prioce Imperial is such as to leave no
hope of recovery. The poor child isa
vietim to scrofula of the most determin.
ed character, and part of the boue has
been removed aud replaced with gold in
a recent operation. Ft is stated positive-
Iy as the opinion of M. Nealton that he
cannot sorvive a second, and that hLis
liring to succed to the throne is utterly
improbable,

The Cerman papers announce the
death of & man who was so devoted an
adwirer of Cervantes that he spent the
whole of his life and a considerable for-
tune in collecting every edition of Don
Quixcte which hns been published in
Europe since its first appearance.—
There were found in the library of this
curious bibliomanian 4C0 editions of
Don Quixote iu the Spanish language,
168 in French, 200 in English, 87 in
Portuguese, 96 in Italian, 70 in German,
4 in Russian, 4 in Greck, 8 in Polish.
6 in Danish, 13 in Swedish, and five in
Latin,

At the ball given by Lord Cowley, in
Paris, vacemly, the Empress Rogenie
was fn white, and wore six rows of larze
digwmonds round her neck. The same
kind of ornaments were in her hair. In
dress, tuile, especinlly white, was  the
striking feature ; but all robes were dif-
lerently trimmed, although with about
the sune material acd precious stunes
If tho truth must be said, says a corres
pondeut, the dresses ware wade of 6o
thing but trimming, nod that  westly of
leaves which entwined round the skiris
and glistesed all over with what is cal
led o diamante proparation, i i eryss
tal reduced to ].-)‘n‘er and adbered 1o
either orapa or other artifie’al legves,—
The ¢ffect is lovely. Other robes were
but foundations for jewels to shine on. |
Some were all luce with very long trains |
The prettiest were vaporous waves of
the lightest haze, l

* limb of satan.” l

Selegted Poetry,

Firmness of a Ludy in a Pet
Wil 1ot himt go, and lof Lim Ay,
1 o not mesn 1o dio, :

g he'i! find that I o
vok i, G0 ey
tht to frighten we with frowns

So tervible and black ;
o'l sty away a ihousand years
Before I ank him back,

@
Y s

ITe said the® T had scted wrong—
And foolishly bomide ;

I won't forget him after that—
1 would'nt if 1 died.

If 1 was wrong. what right had Jie
To be 80 cross to me t

I know I'm not an angel, quite—
1 don’t pretend to Lo,

He had snother sweetlionrl once—
And now when we fall out,

He nlwu{: fnys she was not eross,
And that she did not pout

It is ehough to vex a4 snint—
Its more than I can boar

I wish that girl of hiswas—
Wall, L don't enro where,

He thinks that she is prefty, too—
Ts beantiful and good ;
1 wonder if she'd get bim hask
Again now, if shie could,
T know she would, and thers she j#—
#ho lives almost in si‘gm 3
And now ite nnar'ninu o'elook,
Perlinps he's thers to.night.

I'd almost write for him (o come—
But then I've said I won't |

I do not care so much, bt she
Bhan't have him if 1 dont.

Dosides, T know that T was wrong,
And he was in the right ;

I guiess 1'11 tell him 2o, and then—
I wish he'd come to.night,

-——r

— —————————
A Touching Story,

I remenibor, though somewhat im-
perfectly, a tonching story connected
with the chumehbells of a town in Italy,
which had become famons all over Eu.
rope for their peculiar solemnity and
sweetness.  They were made by a young
Ttalian, and weve his heart’s pride. Dur.
ing the war the palace was sacked, and
the bells earried off, no oneknew whith.
er. After the tumult wns over, the
poor fellow retnrned to his work, but it
had been the solace of his life to wandor
about at evening and listen to the chime
of his bells, and he grew dispirited and
sick, and pined for them until he could
no longer bear it, and loft hig home, de-
terminad to wander over the world, and
hear them once again before he dled.—
He went from land to land, stopping in
every village, till the hope that alone
susteined him began to fulter, and he
knew at last that he wus dying, He lay
one evening almost insensible, in a boat
that was slowly floating down the Rhine
He scarcely ever expected to see the
gnn rise again, that was now setting glo.
riously over the vine covered hills of
Germany.  Preseatly the vesper bells of
a distant villagze beean to ring, and as
the chimes stole taintly over tha river
with the evening breeze, he started
from his leshargy, He was not mistak«
en ; it was the deep, solemn, Heavenly
musie of his own bells, and the sounds
that he had thirsted for years to hear
were melting over the waters,  He lean-
ed from the boat, with his ear close to
the ealm surface of the river, and listen.
ed. They rang out their hymn and
ceased—he still lay motionless in his
painful pasition § his companions spoke
to him ; he gave no answer—his gpirit
had followed the last sound of the vese
per chime,

* God Bless You! "

A erippled beggar was striving to pick
up some old clothing that had been
thrown from the window, when a erowd
of rude boys gzathered about him, mim-
icking his awkward movewents, and
hooting at kis helplessness and ragd.—
Prescutly a noble little little fellow camea
up, and, pushing his way through the
erowd, helped the poor, crippled man to
Eick up his gilts, and placed them in s

undle. Then as he was running away,
a volce abave Lim said, “ Little boy with
o straw bat lock up.” A lady looking
from an upper window, said earnestly,
* God bless you, my little fellow, God
wlll bless you for that,” As he walked
along, be thought how glad he had
made his owa heart by doing good. He
thought of the poor begwar's grateful
look ; of the lady’s smile and her ap.
proval; and last, and better thau all, he
could almozt hear his Heavenly Father
whispering, " Blessed are the rereiful,
for they shall obtain mercy.” Little
reader, when you bave aa opportunity
of doing good, and feel tempted to neg-
lect it, romember the iittle boy with
the straw hal.

California Styls.
Not long since a (ferman was riding
slong Sansome strec!, pear Sacramento,
wheo he heard a pistol shot bebied him
and heard the whizziog of a ball near
bim, and fele his hat ghake. e turn.
¢d and saw a man with a revolver in his
hand, and took of his hat and found a
fresh bullet hale io it
% Did you shoot at nre 7 * asked the
German,
“Yes" roplied the ather pacty, © that
i¢ my horse ; it was stolen from we re.
cently.”
“ You must be mistaken,” sail
Gorwan, Y [ have
three yonra ™
* Well” said  the ofhor, * when [
coune to look at him, [ bellera I ain
wistakun.  Kxewse me, sir: won't yon
tuko w drink ¥ ¥

tha

owoed the bhorse for
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~—A pentlenan was awakenod in th
vight and 1wld hix wite wus dew!, H»
turned round, drew the eover ot elosor.
and muttered as he weot o sleen neiia,
“ Oh, how grieved [ shall foel jy
worning "'
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